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Hector burst into tears. I had robbed him of a
fortune, and immediately he gave notice of leaving.

Giving notice was one of Hector's strongest traits,
He would wake me up at night on a solitary sand-
bank, miles from anywhere, without a canoe or
other means of transportation in sight for days, and
give notice of leaving at once. Going down a rapids
with everyone desperately straining to protect the
canoe and its all-important baggage, he would stop
proceedings and give notice. It was only when I
swore at him once and told him if he ever gave
notice again I would fire him that he desisted.

But Hector had a touch of genius in achieving his
own ends with the Indians. I don't know what lies
he told them, but I am sure he used his status on
the Expedition as a powerful lever. Furthermore,
he was apt to speak to them in the majestic

"we."

Offered a piece of monkey meat to eat one night
when there was also a bit of turkey lying alongside
it, Hector said loftily: "We white men don't eat
monkey," and promptly grabbed the turkey. And
at that very moment I myself was eating monkey!
A few miles above Venezia we passed the whirl-
pool of Latas where, we were told, a German on his
way down-river with a quantity of gold had cap-
sized. The men of the area still talk of the "vast
fortune" lying on the bottom of the whirlpool.
On January 8th, 1936, twelve days after leaving
Oasis, we arrived at Napo Town, a cleared square